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CONGRATULATIONS! !!! 

You are the first North Carolina Central University community in recent 
years to be able to read and enjoy two editions of EX UMBRA in one 
semester. 

Rumor had it that it couldn’t be done. But the EX UMBRA staff and I 
decided to give it all we had. And this, my fellow Eagles, is the result of 
that giving. But we could never have done it without the help of the authors 
and artists who submitted their work. 

I’d like to encourage each of you to continue to submit your literary 
and/or visual artwork. For without you we can not exist; for you are our 
purpose, our reason, our “‘source.’’ 

And to those of you with those great poems slowly mildewing in desk 
drawers, those who have said, ‘‘I really ought to send this to EX UM- 
BRA,’’ I remind you that we will be coming out again in February. Make it 
your New Year’s resolution to send us your work. 

Once again I'd like to congratulate you for a job well done. 


within the spirit 
Michael Lee King 
Editor-in-Chief 
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Tribute to Malcolm 
Isaiah Singletary, Jr. 


‘Tis true that only once in life 

A man such as Malcolm comes ‘round. 

By society ’s standards he wasn’t a saint, 

But society herself’s corrupt. 

He focused the camera and showed the world 
The atrocities the U.S. Commits. 

He showed the hypocrisy and the lies 

America, for centuries, has told. 

He showed us examples from ’round the world, 
Concluding these crimes are the rule. 

The wicked grew weary of hearing the truth, 
And conspired to finish his life. 

The agents were sent to the Audobon, 

Their pistols spelled death that day. 

A few of us knew him and loved him well, 

But now we all see our mistakes. 

We all should have heeded the truth that he spoke 
And guarded his life with our own. 
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My Soul Is in Anchor 
Effie M. Steele 


My soul aches for the joy and peace that only being in love can bring, 
Deep in my inner being, there’s a secret to be shared and a song I must 
sing. 


Way down beneath the strong exterior and openness displayed, 
Is a need for love and acceptance without a price to be paid. 


My soul aches for the realization that I’m loved and that you care, 
And | am needed for just being myself; 

Deep in my inner being, there is much to give and share, 

Yes . . . I know there is much more left. 


Somewhere, way down beneath, there is a longing for something greater, 
Than anything I’ve already done, the desire to be a great creator. 


Be it a poem, a story, or a song from my heart, 
It has been buried way down deep, right from the start. 


I long to express all my thoughts, ideas, dreams, and fears, 
With someone who really cares and can interpret my tears. 


I have faith and hope that the day will soon come, 
When I can bear my inner soul and source of whence it came from. 
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Discovery 


Nina Bobbitt 


It was a rainy day and there was nothing for me to do; so, I went down 
into the basement of our house to investigate some of the mysteries that 
were stored there. My favorite diggings, a musty old trunk, smelling of 
camphor and mildew, in which my mother stored old clothes, held no 
fascination for me that day. Looking for new excitement, I tried on an old 
raincoat that was hanging on a hook. It was miles too long for me, and I 
almost toppled myself with it when I clinched the top snap, for the rubber 
had frozen stiff with age. Next, I read some antiquated magazines that 0oz- 
ed moisture, and it became a game to disjoin the pages without frazzling 
them. Finally, I came across my prize, a book that held me spellbound. 
‘‘What wild, heart-histories seemed to lie enwritten on those crystalline, 
celestial spheres,’’ I read. I spent hours reading that book, and I was still 
absorbed in it, treasuring each word as I transported it back into the house. I 
was like a sleepwalker, moving as in a dream, unaware of the existence out- 


side of this discovery of my life—a book of poetry by Edgar Allan Poe. 
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Darryl Hylton 


An Exortation 


Watch! 

Watch the tired robin 

Whose winter time has come too soon... 
What a bitter suet has he now consumed 
On well appointed lawns 

And studied aviary condominiums. 

We have led those in flight 

To doom 

And innocent immobility. 


Long ago and long... 


The lead bird hovered, 
Sampled the quiet meadows, 
Held pastel liturgy at dawn 
...Reconnoitered... 

Then pointed a new direction. 


Now the distraught path 


Leads to oblivion. 


The clarion sounds are heard 
No more. 


Keeper and 

Brother of the birds... 
Look sharp! 

Or we may never 
Ever 

Sing again. 
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Ednah B. Blalock 
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Hidden Love 
Eljevonia Chapman 


The love I have for you is veiled, 
and I know that both of us can tell 


We know that we can not reveal ourselves 
because we both know that we are hearty. 


Remember all things will and can 
come to their climax in life, and if we 
try a little harder we will explode in 
our fantasizing. 


Sometimes I want to hold you and 
you are right beside me, but I can’t. 


I am waiting, my friend, for the time 
when we can forget about existence and 
fall passionately in each others arms. 


I yearn for you, but I can’t let it out. 
I am holding something which is powerful, 
and I never have held it before. 


It’s building up inside of me; I talk to 
it and say ‘‘hold on, just hold on.’’ 


I love you; I really do. At once I doubted 
my feelings because of space in time, but 
deep inside I love the hell out of you! 
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Gregory Davenport 
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... Then Came You 


Teresa Joyner 


Yesterday I was sad and bitter with frustation 
Yesterday I was afraid of today’s expectations 
Yesterday I was lonely with nothing more to do 
Yesterday I didn’t expect it. . . but then came ‘‘you.’’ 
Yesterday I was filled with memories of the past 
Memories haunting me that I felt would always last 
Yesterday I needed someone, but I didn’t know just who 


‘ >} 


Yesterday I didn’t expect it . . . but then came ‘‘you. 
Today I am stronger for there’s you in my life 

Today I have ‘‘meaning’’ in spite of all strife 

Today I thank God and the will of fate too 

Yesterday I didn’t expect it. . . but then came ‘‘you.’’ 


Tomorrow I hope you'll be there right by my side 
Tenderly and lovingly to which I can confide 
Tomorrow was meant for the both of us two 
Tomorrow, | do expect this, for ‘‘I love you!”’ 


11 Ex Umbra 


What do you really want from me? 
Hazel Watson 


When I first met you, I didn’t really like 
you, I didn’t really dislike you 
We were just two creatures trying to 
survive in the same environment 


One day you told me you liked me, | 
must admit that made a difference 
I began to look to look at you more closely, 
trying to find whatever I had 
missed before 


The closer I looked at you, the more 
I wanted to see. The more you told me 
of your growing affection for me, 
the more I liked you. 


Finally I decided to give our relationship 
a try. You told me happy that made 
you. I must admit that I was happy too 
more so than I| had been in a long 
time. 


Now before our relationship has really 
had a chance to grow, you make 

me feel like a stranger. I don’t know 
what the problem is, but I want 

to ask you one question: What 

do you want from me? 
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Gregory Davenport 


13 Ex Umbra 


I’m Your Sister 
Felicia Lyons 


When things just don’t go right one day 
And you just can’t seem to find your way 
Come to me, I’m here, I’m your sister. 


When Mom thinks you may be pregnant 
And Dad seeks for the guy 
When all you really need is love 


Come to me, I’m here, I’m your sister. 


When that one and only special one 

Takes advantage of you 

And you can’t hate him, but love him more 
Come to me, I’m your sister. 


When you feel you have no place to go 
When you’re feeling lower than low 
When no one wants to listen 

Come to me, I’m here, I’m your sister. 
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fF Only Wish 
Nickie Dee 


I know—never—I will 
Like you—meet another 
Always there—you were 
When seeing through—I could not 


A help to me—You’ve Been 
So many ways—to count—I can’t 


The first day—Remembering 
You—I met 
Your smile—the warmth of it 
A friend in you—it told me 


Be sure—I could not 
So picked your mind—I did 
Life—the QUESTION? 


Answered me—you did—honestly 
With hesitation—not your kin 
For this CHARLOTTE—And that 
in which I dreamed 
Thank you—I do 


Remember— You—Always—I will 


FPONLY WISH.;; 
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Gregory Davenport 
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Daydreaming woaaneet 
erry Kelly 


Daydreaming can be extremely beneficial as well as pleasingly joyful to 
us in our everyday lives. It allows us to journey far distances, even to other 
lands in a micro-second at the cost of only a few calories. In a dream one can 
consume an incredible nectar with the Gods on Mount Olympus in 500 B. 
C.; then whisk oneself away to dance on the rings of Saturn in the year 
2000. Obviously, time is no barrier. One has no need for reservations with 
the United Way; no need to read the next chapter; no need to stay tuned in 
for tomorrow—your mind is the infinitely continous program. All that is 
imaginable is possible: from the delightfully humorous, to the wildly grotes- 
que; from discouraging melancholy to blissful happiness. 

Becoming other people is possible; switching race and culture at the mere 
thought is under your discretion. Daydreaming enables you to become Con- 
fucius, Napoleon, or even an African king with an array of beautiful wives. 

Daydreaming about your problems and arguments with an imaginary ob- 
jector can come in handy, for when you meet him in reality, you can con- 
verse and argue with much clarity; you have already pre-thought the sub- 


ject. 


Amidst troubles, confusion, chaotic noisy places, depression, and 
boredom, don’t wallow in sorrow, get violent, take drugs, cut on the radio 
or T.V.—just turn to channel ‘‘daydream,’’ sit back, and enjoy your mind 


at play. 
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Freedom 


Effie M. Steele 


Freedom is eminent only where peace exist, 
It is a feeling of not needing to resist. 


It surpasses any feeling of power or influence 
that you may have had, 
And no matter what you are faced with, you are 


still very glad. 


Freedom gives you the ability to love and be loved by everyone you meet, 
And it generates the desire to rise and ‘‘go ahead’’ after every defeat. 


Freedom comes from the knowledge that your soul is at peace, 
And knowing this helps you to approach the world with a little more ease. 


It inspires you to greater depth and higher height, 
And you feel . . . like the great eagle when he is in flight. 


Freedom encourages you to give more and more of yourself, 
And the peace of mind to enjoy the little that is left. 


Freedom cannot be stolen, borrowed, bought, or rented, 
It must come from within, you must be contented. 


If you have tried everything else and nothing has had much meaning, 
Try FREEDOM, and I promise you from then on you'll be beaming. 
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Stars, Drums and a Kite 


Millions, hundred millions of stars, 
And all that, is locked up 

In the infinity of the mind of man. 
Oh! that the mind is too small 

To hold all that and all that 


Yet, it is the mind, the mind of man. 
So are the messages the drums bring, 


Millions, hundred millions of sounds 
And all that, is locked up 

In the infinity of the mind of man. 
Oh! that the mind is too small 

To hold all that and all that 


Yet, it is the mind, the mind of man. 
So are the powers the atoms bring, 


Millions, hundred millions of might 
And all that, is locked up 

In the infinity of the mind of man. 
Oh! that the mind is too small 

To hold all that and all that 


Yet, it is the mind, the mind of man. 


Come with me, let us fly a kite 

On the early April morning still dry 
Gwendolyn B., come to the open air, 
Come with me, let us fly a kite; 

Let us hold fast to the string 

And on the other end, the kite. 


18 


G. Bumawu Fiawoo 


19 Ex Umbra 


Why Not Suicide 
Darryl B. Williams 


When you love the one you finally found 

But she puts on a front and turns you down 

So you realize now that you’ve been taken for a ride 

Your heart is punchered and your face you must hide 
. then why not suicide 


She says that you’re not worth a dime 
And that you’re only wasting her time 
So why suffer. . . and then you decide 
That in order to re-establish your pride 
. . . you must commit SUICIDE 


When the world is not right for you 
and no matter how hard you try, it laughs at you 
So you feel down and left outside to spoil 
But your ‘‘temper’’ rises and begins to boil 
. and the thought of ‘‘suicide’’ is diminishing 


I bowed before you as humble as could be 
allowing for intimate feelings to run free 
so that in the end you may see . . . me 

. . . for what I was 


But you kicked me when I was down 
turned my whole life completely around 
I accepted it like a fool 

for my mind was my weakest tool 

. . . because I didn’t know who I was 


. and the thought of SUICIDE has returned 
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I changed my ways, my first mistake 
a lot of shit I had to take 
but I rose slowly above it all 
leaving behind a highly confused mind 
. so that my life would be on the ‘‘up and up’’ 


Now, my mind is right; my head is tight 
and you don’t mean a thing to me 
for all this time, I remained blind 
living free, but unable to see 
. that you was wrong for me 


Girl, what must I give in order to receive 
All the goals of life that I want to achieve 
and in the end, make you believe 

. .that I have feelings too 


Therefore, my future is filled with ultimate goals to reach 
Before I can be labeled a success 
But if in the future I fall a little short 
I’ll know that I did my best 
. and there’s no reason for SUICIDE 
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The Intellectuals - a conversing 


Nickie Dee 


You know 


i DON’T KNOW 
i GUESS 7 IL TRY 


GEES, i DON’T KNOW 
LOTS OF THINGS i DON’T KNOW 
LOTS OF THINGS i’d LIKE YOU TO KNOW 


UM HUM 
THAT’S TRUE 


i DO TOO 


GOOD HEAVENS!!! 
BEING HUNGRY IS A ... 


OBVIOUSLY THIS IS AN 
INTELLECTUAL CONVERSING 


CONVERSATION !!! 
UM HUM 
YEA 
i LIKESIHAT 


BING-BING-BING-BING 
i HEARD it BEFORE 
it’s NICE 


SHORT AND SWEET 
TO THE PENCIL 
it 
BUT WHY. 
in OTHER WORDS 
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BUT THA’ 
UM HUM 


THEY HAD TO 
i MISS UM 
i 
GO AHEAD 
THANK YOU 

UM HUM 


WEA 
PuAto WHAT GEIS 


WELL! 


RECORDS, 
MY NOSE IN THE PAGE 


WE, 
it JUST WASN’T GEARED 


WELL 
MOUHAVE TO RECOG. .. 


i’ll TRY ONE MORE TIME 


RIGHT 


i SAID FIRST OF ALL...FORGET it. 
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Why 
Felecia Lyons © 


Why did I ever let you know I cared? 
Why did I ever take a second look? 
What did I see that made me want to be, 
A part of you and you a part of me? 
Why did I let happen, 
Things that shouldn’t have happened? 
Why did I continue to want, 
From you, a sorry joint? 
Why do I still let you matter to me, 
When my true lover I’Il soon see? 
Maybe then, things will be okay. 
As for right now special things never stay. 
Why do I let things be, 
Even when they are hurting me? 
‘Tis said that things will be 
If they’re truely meant to be 
Be we can’t be because you won’t 

Let us be. 
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Life’s Games 


Life is a game 

Of role plays with 

Certain rules and regulations 
To follow and adhere to. 
Commitments to accept 


And/or respect. 


Faces and names 
May change 

But the game is 
Always the same. 


If you don’t want 
To reach the goal, 
Don’t pursue or 
Accept the role. 


24 


Effie M. Steele 


25 Ex Umbra 


The Alley 
Brenda Idell Page 


The alley behind my house was full of soiled tissue, crumpled papers, 
crushed soda and beer cans with jaggered edges, and splattered glass. But 
we loved it. Mary, Lisa, Tonya and I were best friends. It didn’t matter 
that I was the oldest, the tallest, the skinniest, that I wore wire-rimmed, 
cat-eyed glasses, or that Lisa, who was two years younger than I, was 
plump, bow-legged and freckled. It didn’t even matter that Mary had a big 
mouth and told lies all the time or that she looked like a toothpick with 
buckteeth. None of these things mattered. We were the greatest of friends. 
The alley was our haven where Moms and Dads never ventured. It was our 
little world of temporary peace and total freedom. 

I ran home from school every day—four whole blocks. I used to make 
many careless mistakes on my homework because I wouuld be in such a 
hurry to dash out the back door—all in great anticipation of what adven- 
tures it had in store for me that particular day. 

The top of the alley was a sloping hill from which we raced on our 
skateboards. Some days, we played our favorite game of double-dutch. 
Sometimes, the boys would let us play football or kickball with them. But 
sometimes they refused to let me play. Somehow, I would always drop the 
ball or trip over something, maybe even my own feet—but I didn’t mind 
too much. I hated being knocked down and hit in the chest with the ball 


anyway. 
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You must understand that only the parts of the alley that we didn’t play 
in were dirty. ‘‘Our’’ part of the alley was clean, because we made it our 
business to keep it that way. We picked up the trash and swept the alley 
clean with a broom (which came from my house). See, Mary would talk to 
my Mom to keep her attention away from me so that I could sneak the 
broom out the house. . . Those were the days—we were all such 
mischievous devils then. I remember one day, we ‘‘borrowed’’ a can of 
white paint and a brush from Mr. Thompson’s garage and painted a hop- 
scotch board and a four-corners board on the pavement. 

You should have seen the various tactics we used for sneaking food out of 
the houses (mainly, bologna, and peanut butter and jelly sandwhiches) and 
games which were ‘‘supposed’’ to stay in the house. . . Friday and Satur- 
day nights were the best. Our parents let us stay out after dark. On school 
days we had to be in the house by the time the streetlights came on. On the 
weekends, we could play tag and hide-and-seek seemingly all night. 

We had loads of fun in the alley and we really loved it. We’re all much 
older now. I have moved away from the alley and the old house (my new 
house doesn’t even have an alley). Recently, I visited my friends and the 
alley. . . Mary and Lisa are ‘‘ladies’? now—they wouldn’t think of going 
out in the alley for anything. Even though Tonya is younger than the rest of 
us, she doesn’t associate with the alley anymore either. Anyway, theres a 
new recreation center about two blocks away. . . The alley? Well, our 
painted lines are gone and the alley has become a reeking garbage heap. It’s 
hard to believe that we ever really made that alley our second home. Was 
this alley always this way and we just never noticed it? It’s hard to be sure. 
Only one thing is sure—the good memories of ‘‘our’’ alley are still with 
us, and they will probably be around for a long time. 
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Flirting 
Teresa Burke 


A Merriam-Webster would describe flirting as ‘‘behaving amorously 
without serious intent’’—which is quite correct in the starched-collar, mun- 
dane sense of the word, but Merriam-Webster left something out. It did not 
include the part about flirting being fun and very exciting, somewhat like a 
game—a game where points are given in Bausch and Lomb gazes, seduc- 
tively innocent smiles, and light Cachet-scented touches. Flirting can be as 
natural and pastoral as a poem by Burns or as calculated as an Agatha 
Christie mystery. 

Phoebe Sanders gathers up her books slowly, smiles ‘‘see you later’’ to 
other students in English 140, and languidly walks across the hall to her 
next English class (232, pretty good for a first semster sophomore), her 
third for the day. Phoebe’s movements can be slow, like lazy syrup, or as 
hyper as a kindergartener. She’s like a pendulum swinging back and forth 
between languor and zeal, child and vamp. 


Phoebe catches the attention of a tall, slender guy wearing the official 
uniform of a basketball player: forty-inch long Wrangler Ranch jeans, a 
t-shirt proclaiming that Pitt County High School 77-78 Basketball Team is 
number one, and a WBTV Carolina Classic windbreaker. Intuitively know- 
ing he is watching, she turns and looks him directly in the eye, giving him a 
searing gaze that burns him all over. Unable to return the look, his eyes dart 
away. His impassive, staid veneer begins to crumble when he realizes she is 
coming toward him. He is startled by a cool hand touching his arm. 
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‘‘Excuse me. Could you tell me what time it is?’’ asks Phoebe. Not 
moving her hand from his arm, she looks directly into his eyes. 

‘Um, it’s um... 10:53. I think,’’ he quavers. A surge of sweat 
envelopes his body, overpowering the Right Guard deodorant, regardless of 
its claim to keep him safe and dry all day. Struggling to rebuild his wall of 
aloofness, he looks into her upturned face. He sees chestnut-colored eyes 
behind Calvin Klein glasses and a smile that would shame an Ultra-Brite 
commercial. Floundering under that smile and those eyes he feel helpless, 
insecure. 

“Uh . . . my name is Ronnie. What’s hapnen’?’’ 

‘“My name is Phoebe, and I’m what’s happnen’,’’ she replies. She sees 
his last remnants of ‘‘cool’’ turn into out-and-out surprise. Now she had 
him. She had figured that that one would do it. Would he play the game? 
Or would he back off and trip over his Adidases like the last one? For the 
first time she lowers her eyes, only to lift them in true, winning coquette 
form. He slowly covers her hand that is still on his arm with his own and 
smiles for the first time. He leans closer toward her upturned eyes and meets 
them head on. Honeysuckle and Halston greet him, envelope him. He 
knows the deal now. 

‘Well, baby . . . you know we could get together la . . 

‘‘Oh, class has started! Ta-ta.’’ Turning away quickly before he could 
say anything, Phoebe scurries into the classroom. She feels uncomfortable 
having everyone watch her as she hurriedly walks to her left-handed desk 
(even though she is right-handed) in the back. The teacher, a left-over relic 
from the old lecture-all-the-time school of English, frowns his disapproval. 
Secretly he is glad that she showed. 


“‘Miss Sanders, since you chose to interrupt the lecture on Coleridge, 
maybe you would be so kind as to read ‘Kubla Hahn’ and give us your ex- 
pert interpretation. ’’ 

“Um... yes, Dr. Swain. ‘In Xanadu did Kubla Khan a stately pleasure 

"’’ read Phoebe, trying carefully to calm the tremor in her voice. She 
oe to read outloud in class; everybody always looked at her when she 
read. 


While Phoebe tells of Kubla Khan’s pleasure dome, Dr. Swain thinks of 
Phoebe. : 


””) 
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LORD, WHAT GOOD LOOKIN’ LEGS THAT LITTLE GAL GOT . 
.. AFACE TO MATCH, TOO. .. REMEMBER THE TIME SHE CAME 
TO THE OFFICE . . . GOT TO TALKIN’ ABOUT WORDSWORTH'’S 
SpOETIG PRACTICE’ 2. . SHE GOT ALL. EXCITED . .. STARTED 
CHATTERING LIKE A BIRD . . . WHEN SHE TOUCHED ME, 
THOUGHT IT WAS A PLAY . . . YEAH, THE OLD MAN HADN’T 
LOST THE TURN ON ... . BUT BY GOD IF SHE DIDN’T BLUSH . . . 
UMMM, UHMMM .. . SWEET LITTLE GAL THOUGH . . . HARD 
TO FIND THESE DAYS. 

‘“Are you finished now, Miss Sanders? ’’ interrupts Dr. Swain right in 
the middle of Phoebe’s favorite line. ‘‘Good. Class, let’s continue on by 
discussing the imagery in. . .,’’ drones the teacher, settling his voice in the 
lecture groove. 

Phoebe listens attentively tor one minute, then slips her ears on 
automatic and shifts her mind into full musing. WHEW . . . GLAD 
eins OVERae.. WHY DID HE GEIPEEVED Al ME 23 2 JUST 
BECAUSE HE BOUGHT A NEW SUIT FOR THE FIRST TIME IN THIR- 
TY YEARS, DON’T MEAN HR HSD YO JUMP BAD .. . I WASN’T 
THAT LATE. . . THAT PREGNANT-LOOKING OL’ MAN . . . THAT 
Mao EUNIWE EH bHAT GUY... = RONNIE? 22. YEAH, HE WAS 
OKAY... NOT TOO STRONG AT FIRST BUT HE CAME AROUND . 
. . HOPE HE KNOWS IT’S JUST A GAME . . . SOMETHING TO PASS 
SOME TIME. . . JUST A GAME FOR MATURE PERSONS ONLY . . . 
HA, THAT’S A LAUGH . . . IT’S A WAY TO HAVE FUN BUT NOT 
GET IN TROUBLE. . . AS LONG AS EVERYBODY KNOWS WHAT’S 
Pte ING VLE MMM oe PPEELLEYES. @ LOOKIN AT 
Diewee oti 2 LETS, SEE;WHAT YOU GANsDO “= 


Phoebe then turns her full attention on a dapper young gentleman dressed 
in brown leather. Sitting across the room from Phoebe, he has been intently 
watching her. Phoebe smiles hello to him and waits for him to quickly turn 
away. She feels surprise as he nods back without losing eye contact. He 
winks at Phoebe and smiles. He understands the game. He is ready to play. 


SBS 
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Once Upon a Dream 
Michael Lee King 


I got off from work one day, tired and worn-out. I went directly to bed. | 
began to dream... . 

. . . . | was sitting in church one day admiring a young man who went by 
the name of Rico Adagio. 

At that time he was only sixteen, but he had an enormous amount of 
manly, masculine features all about his person. His hair was cold-black, 
long, and beautifully styled—so that it made me feel sorta low because I 
was a woman and my hair didn’t look as neat as his did. And then to top 
this his fingernails were well manicured, but the thing that really got me in- 
terested in him—although I was already married—was that he was as hand- 
some as he was sweet, and every time I would close my eyes and think 
about him, I would get a tingling that I thought had diminished several 
years before, although I was only twenty-three. 

I wanted him to notice me so bad that I would stop him and try to make 
conversation, but it seemed like he either didn’t care or he just hadn’t 
caught the hint. For my sake I was hoping he hadn’t caught the hint. 

I knew it wasn’t my looks or the way I dressed that was turning him off, 
because I dressed as good or even better than most of the young girls that he 
always brought with him to church, and I looked just as good and just as 
young as any of them, too. 

I would sit at home, hours at a time, trying to figure a way, a method, 
something that would capture his attention. After doing this for two mon- 
ths, I decided to stop trying because no matter what I did or what I tried, it 
always seemed to come to no avail. 

Although I stopped trying to get his attention, I still continued to admire 
him and to wish that someday, some way I would be his, all his. 

I think that my first desires for him were out of lust because my husband 
and I hadn’t had sex for a year, but it all seemed sorta strange because I 
never was one for a lot of sexual relationships; but still this one guy that 
was seven years younger than I had captured my attention and my admira- 
tion. As I watched the months tum into a year, my lust and my cravings for 
him soon formed into what this present society calls ‘‘love.’’ At first I 
thought it was just infatuation, but as time went on this assumption was 
highly discredited. It got to the point that whenever my husband and | 
would have sex—which was rare—I would feel guilty and very low as if | 
was cutting out on Rico, and soon I began sleeping in our guest bedroom so 
that I wouldn’t have to have sex with my husband. 
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Although I had never said anything out of the way to him, had never had 
any type of sexual relationship with him, I would find myself thinking of 
him every day and every night. I soon began to praise the ground that he 
walked on. 

I remember one day my husband and I got to church early, and we, along 
with a few other people, were standing out on the church lawn holding 
general coversations. After awhile Rico and my cousin—who was very 
beautiful and very sexy—drove up, parked, got out of the car and began to 
approach us. At that moment, my heart fluttered and skipped a few beats. 
My head began to ache and tears began rolling down my cheeks. I tried to 
hold it in but I just couldn’t. 

‘‘Ginie! What’s wrong?’’ my husband asked. ‘‘What’s wrong, honey? 
Is there something hurting you? Is there something I can do?’’ 

Before I could answer, he had grabbed me by my arm and my waist. 
‘“Come on, let’s go to the car,’’ he said. ‘‘I think I have some aspirins in 
the glove compartment. ’’ 

At that moment I felt like I was fighting a losing battle, because I didn’t 
want Rico to see me crying, but I just couldn’t control it. 

The more I cried the angrier at Rico I got, although to his knowledge he 
hadn’t done anything wrong. 

Before Jim (my husband) and I reached our car, my cousin Kimberly 
Lavern stopped us. ‘‘Ginie, what’s wrong?’’ she asked. I didn’t answer. I 
just continued to cry that much harder, so she directed her questions to Jim. 

‘‘What’s wrong with her, Jim? She’s crying like she’s in a great deal of 
pain. I think you’d better take her to the emergency room, and fast! Would 
you like for me to go with you? I’m sure Rico wouldn’t mind. We’re going 
to the movies tonight anyway. Right, Rico?’’ 

‘Yea, sure, anything, as long as Ginie gets well,’’ answered Rico. 

Kim’s statement about the movies made me want to ram a knife through 
her, and for some reason or another, it seemed as if she knew about my un- 
questionable love for Rico because she made her statements sound extremely 
bold and direct, causing them to leave an enormous amount of room for my 
imagination to run crazy with thoughts. 
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Whether she knew of my love for Rico or whether she was trying to hurt 
me, I’ll never know, but I can truly say that I dwelled on those statements 
for a long time, and every time I would think about them, I would get sick 
to my stomach, causing hatred for her to slip into my heart, little by little, 
day by day. 

Jim answered her, saying, ‘‘N’all y’all go on on to church. | think I can 
take care of her.’’ 

‘‘Are you sure you don’t want one of us to do anything?’’ asked 
Kimberly. 

Before I could catch myself I had hollered at her. 

‘‘He said, ‘no’ didn’t he! Go on about your business. ’ 

I felt sort of ashamed but greatly relieved. Jim said to both of them, 
‘*Y ’all have to excuse her. She’s in pain. You know when you are sick or in 
pain the least little thing will upset you or get on your nerves, so please ex- 
cuse her.’’ 

I was still crying softly but I felt like slapping Jim across his head because 
his apology made my statement seem very small and meaningless. 

Kimberly acknowledged his apology. ‘‘Yes, we understand but I just 
wish there was something we could do. Well, since there isn’t anything we 
can do, I guess we’ll see you two later. Take care, Ginie, and I hope it’s 
nothing too serious.’’ 

‘‘If only she really knew how serious,’’ I thought to myself. 

They both turned and continued towards the church. After they had got- 
ten almost there, Rico stopped and turned around. 

‘‘Ginie, you take care now. ‘O. K.?’ he said to me. If Jim don’t mind, 
I’ll call you tomorrow to see how you are getting along.’’ 

Jim followed him up. ‘‘Rico you know I don’t mind you calling my 
house. Call when you get ready, and I hope Ginie and I won’t have to get 
sick again before you call. Or even better, why don’t you come and visit 
sometimes. Ginie is always home and I’m always there until four o’clock in 
the afternoon and twelve o’clock at night, so feel free to come any time. 
After all, we are cousins you know. 


, 
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‘All right, I’ll do that. Check you guys later,’’ said Rico. 

He turned and continued into the church. 

Already I had begun to feel better and my anger had begun to subside 
tremendously. 

After Jim and I had gotten into the car, he asked, ‘‘Do you want me to 
take you to the hospital?’’ 

I said in a baby-like manner, ‘‘No, I feel a litle better now, but I do want 
to go home and get some rest.’’ 

‘‘O.K.. then; home it shall be,’’ he said. 

While we were on our way home I felt so happy until I almost smiled 
once but I caught myself and faked hurting all the way home. 

The next day I got up earlier than usual so that I would be the one to 
answer the phone if Rico called, only he didn’t—not that day nor the 
following three days. By this time, I was mad at him again because I wanted 
him to call me so bad. 

On the fifth day, which was Friday, our church choir had an appointment 
to sing at another church which was located in Coopersville, North 
Carolina, about two hundred miles from our church, which was located in 
Nickonsville, South Carolina. 

I started not to go but something—what it was I don’t know, probably 
my self-consicousness—told me to go on, that Rico would be going because 
he would have to play the lead guitar for the choir. 

Like a child obeying its parents I went on and, sure enough, Rico came, 
but I didn’t know this until we got there—since we rode in different cars. 

After I had gotten out of the car that I had ridden in, I spotted Rico get- 
ting out of a red Buick which was about ten cars down from the one I had 
gotten out of. 

He didn’t pay me any attention but I didn’t care really because I was con- 
tent with the fact that he had come and that he hadn’t brought any girls 
with him for the first time. 
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As everybody began to go into the church, I noticed that Rico was 
waiting until last to go in. Of course I wanted to be near him so I went into 
the women’s bathroom and began peeping through a series of cracks that 
were embedded into the door so that I would know exactly when he was 
going into the church. 

Although I was in the bathroom for about two minutes at the most, it 
seemed as if | was in there for hours. 

An old lady that was sitting on the stool didn’t help the situation either. 
She sat and mumbled to herself for awhile and finally said something I could 
understand. Really, I think she meant for me to hear her. 

‘At first we had an outside toilet,’’ she said. ‘‘I couldn’t squat in peace 
because of the spiders, bugs, and the snakes. I always imagined little boys 
were always peeping through the cracks in the walls of the toliet. Now that 
we’ve got an indoor toilet; I can’t squat in peace because of some hot-tailed 
girl trying to peep at some man that probably don’t know she exists. Um, | 
guess I’d better stop before the preacher messes around and be next. | 
believe he’s been wanting to get next to me anyway!’ 


Although her statements sounded a little on the humorous side rather 
than the serious, they made me feel a little bad because I knew deep down 
inside that some of that was true. 

After a year and a half now, Rico had showed but one sign of interest in 
me and that was the time that he thought I was sick. 

At this moment my mind began to wander and to wonder if he really was 
worth all the pain and heart-aches that I had been going through just to get 
a chance to be with him. Before my mind could really begin to dwell on that 
one thought, Rico stepped through the church door. My heart jumped and 
skipped a few beats, only this time they were all well worth their skipping. 

I felt like someone had just given me a thousand dollars for saying 
“Hi.’’? At that same instant, I had completely forgotten about the 
statements the old lady had made. 


37 Ex Umbra 


Rico went on into the church and sat down near the back beside his uncle 
and one of his cousins. I looked for Jim to see where he was sitting. After | 
had seen that he was all the way up front, I went and sat by Rico’s right, on 
the other side of his uncle. 

I tried not to show my cheerfulness, but I couldn’t control it. Rico’s uncle 
noticed it. ‘‘What are you so cheerful about today?’’ he asked. 

‘| don’t really know. I guess I just feel good today,’’ I answered. 

He complimented me, saying, ‘‘Well, if you feel as good as you look, 
you feel awful good. ’”’ 

‘Thank you, thank you. You know you don’t look like a dog 
yourself,’’ I said. 

He looked at me sorta funny-like, so I turned around and began enjoying 
the service. 

Half way through the service Rico looked at me and smiled. Right then 
my body began to tingle. I smiled back. Then he looked at me real strange- 
like. He looked at my legs, came on up to my breast, paused for a second, 
shook his head as if in approval, looked me straight in the eyes, and then 
gave me a sly grin. By this time | had actually reached a climax. I felt a little 
embarrassed at first, but after awhile it didn’t bother me. 

Rico turned around and didn’t look in my direction for the remainder of 
the service. 

I was so overwhelmed with joy and happiness until I felt that if I didn’t 
get a chance to talk to him, I would soon go crazy, so I took out my pencil 
and pad, and wrote: 

Dear Rico, 

Your eyes say a lot. If they were saying what I think (hope) they 
were saying, please give me a chance to have a word with you after 
service. If | am wrong, please forgive me. 

Love, 
Ginie 
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I tore the page out of my pad, balled it up and sneakingly threw it at 
Rico. Luckily, it landed right in his left hand. I thought maybe he would 
look in my direction, but he didn’t. He simply looked at the paper as if he 
was deciding whether he should throw it away or keep it. My heart began 
beating triple time and I became very nervous. I just knew he wasn’t going 
to read my message. 

Only seconds had passed, but they were the longest seconds I had ever 
experienced during my entire life; each of them seemed like months and 
months, and then they seemed to form into years. 

Those few seconds took so long to pass until it seemed like for every one 
of them my mind relived a year of my life. When the number of seconds got 
to my then present age, which was twenty-four, Rico unrabbled the ball of 
paper and began to read it. 

It took him about four seconds to read the message, but it seemed like it 
had taken at least two years off of my life, because I had stopped breathing 
and I had closed my eyes for a split second. 

When I opened my eyes, he was balling up the paper. After that, he put 
it into his pocket. 

An enormous grin came over his face and then he shook his head as if in 
approval, but not once did he look in my direction. 

Really, I didn’t care whether he did or did not because I was very content 
with the little gestures that he had already given. 

‘‘Now,’’ I said to myself, ‘‘all I have to do is wait until service is out.’’ 
I did it, but it was the hardest thing I had ever tried to do. 

Service lasted one minute longer. . . . 

.. . ‘‘Ginie, Ginie, wake up and get over so I can lay down.’’ | did. 
Rico was standing over me smiling. 


I pulled him down on me. WE MADE LOVE!!!! 
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I Shot the Bird? 


I shot the bird to hinder its life free, 
As though, free it did not belong. 
And though it didn’t harm me, 
I lamed its joyous song. 


I shot the bird and ceased its humbleness, 
Killed the swallow that was true a King, 
Putting his goal to rest, 
Ending his ‘‘. . . freedom ring.’”’ 


I shot the bird, yet who am I, 

To keep a life from reaching age? 
Am I the cause or reason why, 

A people is still in cage? 


An Invitation 


Seeking Oneness 

in solitude 

Smiling faces passing by 
Sometimes with angry voices 
Yelling. 

Life—a Circling Carrousel 
Around the world in ninety days? 
Can’t go it alone . 

My friend, be my companion— 
Come 

And 


Go with me. 
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Promise of the Drummer 
Isaiah Singletary, Jr. 


The drummer speaks upon his drums, 
His hands his messages send. 

In ev’ry beat he speaks a word 

For those whose ears perceive. 


He tells of those who wish us well 

And those who’d do us ill. 

His message says he'll give the strength, 
To counterbalance wrong. 

The evil ones must needs beware 

The drummer speaks today. 
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Achievement 


We may reach milestones but we never 
Accomplish all we want out of life, 
Until today is yesterday and we were clever, 


To have chosen life everlasting, the reward for strife. 


We are always in the process of achieving 

But we never really arrive, we just keep striving. 
Today, we wait for the true tomorrow, 

For our promised paradise, a life without sorrow. 
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